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“So! You won’t be home to dinner 
then, huh, Papa?” 
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at New 





Your true Londoner does his 
holiday shopping in Piccadil- 
ly, where the finest things 
aresold—among them, Hud- 
son's Bay Tobacco. It's an 
old favorite in England, 
where they KNOW pipet bac- 

And since we've brought 
it to America, it’s the new 
favorite here! Ask your to- 


bacconis: to show you the gift 
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Up To now, very few men in America 
have been lucky enough to getfamous old 
Hudson’s Bay ‘Tobacco tor Christmas. 

You see, it’s new to this country, 
although for years it’s been a favorite 
among English gentlemen, and you 
know what discriminating pipe smokers 
they are. 

Travelers used to bring back a precious 
little hoard of Hudson’s Bay, and then 
send thousands of miles to replenish it. 
Very little they gave away — even for 
Christmas. But now, Hargraft & Sons 
have brought it to America; you can buy 
it at most fine tobacconists. 

Why give him some same old, tame 
old, gitt? Give him Hudson’s Bay. On 








Christmas morning, when he sees that 
scarlet and gold tin, and loads and lights 
up, and gets that deep-down enjoyment 
that only such fragrance in flavor can give, 
why, with every puff he'll thank you! 

Modestly speaking, Hudson's Bay is 
one of the world’s finest pipe tobaccos. 
Not only is the tobacco itself the prime 
leat of four successive crops, but it’s aged 
for four years, longer than any tobaccowe 
know of. . . it’s older, smoother, finer. 

If yournearest tobacconist is sold out, 
or hasn't yet been supplied, write to 
Hargraft & Sons, Wrigley Building 
Chicago, and we will see that you get 
your Hudson’s Bay in ample time tor 
Christmas. 
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in Piccadilly 


Distributors for America 
Hudson’s Bay Cut Plug og Hudson’s Bay Imperial Mixture 
ect and mild yet full flavored | a a q rich and mellow, a mix 
Special one pound Gift afd | HARGRAFT & SONS va of medium stre 
Package, 33.50 q | 410.North Michigan Ave,Chicago Yim ial one pound Humidor Gift Tin 
Half pound Tin, $1.75 P —_ oe a Half pound T $2 
Se 


Prices include postage. It is not necessary to send any money 


arr siman on delivery. 


UDSONS BAY 
°Tobatco 
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Do. 
You 


Then tear out HERE 


and 


Leave 
where 
she 
can 
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SomETIMEs it works! Probably 
she is pondering now over her 
gift—or gifts—to you. And 
what could be sweeter than a 
Ben Wade pipe? 

That’s just it! What could 
be sweeter—and we mean it 
literally, too. It’s the sweetest 
and mellowest. smoke that ever 
chased dull care away. 

No need to “break it in’— 
it’s an old pipe from the first 
day on. Ben Wade’s special proc- 
ess does that for you. Notice 
the light colored finish inside 
the bowl. Different—from any 
pipe you’ve ever seen. The 
pores of the fine old seasoned 
brier are opened and kept open. 
No varnish to hide flaws, be- 
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cause there are no flaws that 
need hiding. No metallic coat- 
ing. Nothing but fine briar that 
chars into a perfect “cake” but 
never burns. You taste the full 
flavor of your tobacco—all of 
that and only that. No wood 
smoke or varnish fumes make 
a playground of your tongue. 
You’re smoking a sweet and 
mellow pipe from the start. 

Be rather nice, won’t it, to 
find a Ben Wade pipe under the 
holly? There are thirty-six good 
looking shapes to choose from 

-but only one grade of excel- 
lence, no variation there. 

The town’s best tobacconists 
sell them. If sold out or has not 
yet been supplied, write to 





Distributors for America 
Churchill Downs Cigarettes 
Hudson's Bay Tobacco 
Ben Wade Pipes 
































THE WAY YOUR NEW TUXEDO 
OUGHT TO LOOK 


The shoulders should be wider; there's just a suggestion of the waist 


line; the coat is narrower at the hips; trousers are wider 


These dinner coats are comfortable and good looking the way we 
make them Fine all-wool fabrics that wear; expert needlework; 


exquisite linings 


Every well-dressed man needs a dinner 
coat You can buy ours economically 


HART SCHAFFNER & MARX 
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Art Is Long 


HANKSGIVING DAY. It was 
fiendishly cold, and the wind whis- 
tled sullenly through the cracks in the 
window, stirring with icy fingers the 
papers littered about the room. A thin, 
shriveled man was bent over a desk; 


his breath was white on the air. He 
was writing. 
“Frank,” called a woman's voice 


from the kitchen. “We haven't a thing 
to eat, and there’s nothing for the chil- 
dren but a 

The man raised his head. Method- 
ically he counted the coins in his pocket. 


few crackers.” 


“I have fourteen cents,” he an- 
nounced. “Perhaps the delicatessen 
is open.” 


His wife came into the room, took 
change, and went out. The man re 
sumed his task, wrinkling his brow and 






















Willie: vou von’T WANT ME TO GROW UP TOO SOON, DO YoU? 
Mother: NO, INDEED, DEAR. 
“THEN YOU'D BETTER STOP TAKIN’ THE NEWSPAPERS.” 
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squinting at the enigmatic paper. Pres- 
ently his wife returned. 

“I bought some Kimball’s 
she began. 

With a roar the thin, shriveled man 
leaped to his feet, seized the can, and 
dashed it into the black, empty fireplace. 
Then he went on with his writing: 

For joy and Christmas jollity, 

When stomachs must be tickled, 

Kimball’s soup’s the best I see, 

And—— 


soup—” 





“I CALLED HER A COUPLE OF CROSS WORDS, 


“Bickeled, cickeled, dickeled,” he — ,x° sue MADE A PUZZLE OUT OF ME!” 
whispered to the icy air. 
Kenneth F. Fearing. 
A Record 
Hopeless GUE: Do you keep a cook book? 
ETTY: The first time he kissed Aice: Oh, yes, indeed! I require 


her she called for help. 
Kitty: I think he still needs it. 


my cooks to register their time of 


arrival and departure. 


Think How Differently Things Would Have 
Turned Out 


r Rip Van Winkle had slept in an apartment house. 
If the Lorelei had tried to vamp her victims with a saxo- 
phone. 
If Boccaccio had written for the movies. 
If there had been censorship in the spacious times of Queen 


Elizabeth. 

j If Cleopatra had started the hair-bobbing craze. 

If Hamlet had set up housekeeping with Pollyanna 

‘ If Goliath had donned a catcher’s mask when he saw David 
coming. 


If Atlas had ever taken a vacation. 
If the chiropractors had had to treat Job. 


He Owed It to His Public 


“(™\H, oh, oh—terrible, awful!” groaned the chief broad- 
caster of Station WOOF as, tired but presumably happy, 
he returned to the bosom of his family after the evening 


program. 
“What's terrible? What’s awful?” demanded his 
ever-ready helpmeet. 
A For some moments the broadcaster of Station 


WOOF was unable to speak. Then, 
slowly lifting his tortured face, he said, 
“Dearest, I—I forgot to say ‘Good 
night’ to-night when we signed off.” 
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HERE’S one advantage about be- 
ing a boob: you needn’t be lonely. 
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These Americans 
The Bostonian 
E knows beans. 

He knows how to read and write. 
He gets a thrill out of the Transcript. 
He knows the value, cultural and commercial, of history, 
He thinks allusions to the sacredness of the cod are jokes. 
He thinks Albany is in the Great Northwest. 


McC. H. 


Fables for Farmers 

HE Squirrels, having toiled faithfully all autumn storing 
up nuts, retired to their homes confident of abundant 

food for the winter. They were disagreeably surprised by 
visit from a delegation from the Bluejays’ Protective 
League, who demanded that one-half of all the accumulated 
nuts be turned over to them. “For why? and then some,’ 
indignantly chattered the squirrels. “We gathered thes: 
nuts, and won't give them up to no thieving hobo jays.” 
“Mebbe you did pick ’em,” screamed the boss jay, “but you 
Bobbie: “!**! D! * H! xxx xx!! got ‘em in our woods, and carried ’em home over our paths 


Mother: why, BoBBIE! SUCH LANGUAGE! 





4 
WHAT PRICE GLORY? 


Besides, those trees you’re living in belong to us, and you'v 


Bobbie: 11’S ALL RIGHT, MOTHER. I'M PLAYING MARINES. got to pay rent. If you promise to be more industrious and 
thrifty next year we'll lend you some of the nuts we don’t 
Very Probable need, so’s you can get through the winter.” W. G. 
EWITT: I see that a college graduate’s earning 
capacity is figured at $72,000. ONES: But I thought Jinks was down and out. 
Jewett: I'll bet that most of them would take half Situ: Not quite. He’s running one of those success 
off for cash. magazines. 
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Giovanni (too late for farewells): PLEASE-A, MEESTAIRE CONDUCTAIRE! KEES-A MY SEESTER GOOD-A-BY FOR ME! 


> 
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Ho Ho. LOOK io-FRAID To FiGHT 
AT THE BIG ) YO' BiG LuriMox 
8BuM-SCARED 


























G'WAN HOME, YA € 
BIG BuMi-~ PICK 50 
ON SOME ONE 3) 
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A NATURE STUDY 





WHY BREAKFAST WAS LATE SUNDAY 





MORNING 


Nes Powis Diary 


Abed all the 


wishing 


morning, 
November 
25th ; vaguely that I 
were in some other place, 
preferably Rome, and suddenly I re- 
membered that when I was there two 
years ago I did not cast a penny into 
Trevi’s Fountain, an action which they 
do say insures a traveller’s return at 
some future date, and the fear that 
there may be something in pagan super- 
stition so seized me that I was forced 
to arise and interview my cook in order 
to banish the disturbance from my 
mind....To tea at the Irvin Cobbs’, 
finding there Charlie Benedict and his 
wife Zena and a Mrs. Talbot of In- 
dianapolis, all very merry, and Charlie, 
for no reason which anybody could 
fathom, asked Mr. Cobb if he ate 
spinach, and, receiving a passionate 
response in the negative, added feebly, 
Well, it’s very good creamed, whereat 
all laughed more heartily than if he had 
made a real jape. Sam quoth, You 
talk like a man who has gone in for 
truck gardening, but Zena took up C.’s 
cocktayle glass and put it on the dis- 


tant tea table....The evening gone over 
Count Boni de Castellane’s “How I 
Discovered America,” the naivest book 
that ever I read in my life. 


— A qrent ben of nae ar 
26th riving with my breakfast 
tray did remind me that 

this is Lydia Loomis’s birthday, against 
which I had provided no_ suitable 
memento, so I did wire her my felicita- 
tions, adding, Present following. I 
shall give you two years more on that 
system, said Sam, who overheard me. 
That is the threat you made to John 
and Valina Griggs when Ann was mar- 
ried on the fourteenth of August, and 
as yet I have not been summoned to 
come and regard something which you 
would fain keep for yourself. So up 
and off to a shop and bought Ann a 
small French purse of silver beads, 
which is useless-looking enough to be 
desirable. I also took pains to buy one 
for myself, to even up with my hus- 
band....This night we did have tickets 

(Continued on page 29) 





As It Might Have Been 
IR WALTER RALEIGH was 
cautiously experimenting with Vir- 
ginia tobacco when a strange creature— 
queerly clad and seemingly out of the 
future—appeared before him and ad- 
dressed him with familiarity. 

“Oh, man!” enthused the breezy one 
“Jam the little old joy-pipe to the rim 
with the honest-to-goodness essence of 
contentment and take a long he-man’s 
pull. It’s dollars to doughnuts you'll 
tell the world you never knew what 
peace and happiness were before. Lean 
back. Shut the little old eyes in ecstasy 
Let the joy-smoke trickle along th 
tongue. Blow it out gently, reluctantly, 
and only because there is a fragrant 
supply in the little old joypipe to take 
its place. Ain’t it the life? You'll say 
so. Oh, Sir Walter! Oh, man!” 

The strange figure from the futur 
vanished, dissolved in blue vapor. Si 
Walter Raleigh shcok himself, blinked, 
and looked at the pipe which an Indian 
had given him. 

“Odslife!” he cried. “And if that be 
the effect that smoking hath upon one, 
better to leave it to ye savages.” 

So saying, he filled his pipe wit! 


strong soapsuds and began blowing 
bubbles instead. A. i. F. 
Preliminary 
wo Bill going with the 
‘car?’ 


“To a matinee.” 

“But 
morrow.” 

“He’s got to find a place to park, 
doesn’t he?” 


there’s no matinee till  to- 











Spider: I DON’T LIKE THIS HOUSE. 
IT’S TOO DARN NOISY. 
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Lullaby 


qa=. pretty lady, the night is enfolding you. 
Drift, and so lightly, on crystalline streams. 
\Vrapped in its perfumes, the darkness is holding you; 
Starlight bespangles the way of your dreams. 
Chorus the nightingales, wistfully amorous; 
Blessedly quiet, the blare of the day. 
\ll the sweet hours, may your visions be glamourous,— 
Sleep, pretty lady, as long as you may. 


Sleep, pretty lady, the night shall be still for you; 
Silvered and silent, it watches your rest. 

Each little breeze, in its eagerness, will for you 
Murmur the melodies ancient and biest. 

So in the midnight does happiness capture us; 
Morning is dim with another day’s tears. 

rive yourself sweetly to images rapturous,— 


Sleep, pretty lady, a couple of years. 


Sleep, pretty lady, the world awaits day with you; 
Girlish and golden, the slender young moon. 

Grant the fond darkness its mystical way with you, 
Morning returns to us ever too soon. 

Roses unfold, in their loveliness, all for you; 
Blossom the lilies for hope of your glance. 

\Vhen you’re awake, all the men go and fall for you,— 
Sleep, pretty lady, and give me a chance. 

Derothy Parker. 


Fable 


NCE upon a time a man wrote on all sorts of subjects 
but sent nothing to the magazines. He said he knew 
it wasn’t as good as anything they had printed. 


UBLISHED reports of income taxes were important, 
the newspapers believed. That is, important, if true. 


fSAICMERNEY.JR. 
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Mae: YOUR BOY FRIEND DRESSES VERY COLLEGIATE, DON’T HE? 

Rae: Dresses? DEARIE, Y’ OUGHTA HEAR HIM talk! why, 

SAY, THE SCHOOL HE COMES FROM TURNS OUT SUCH COL- 

LEGIATE SLANGSTERS YOU’D NEVER SUSPECT ’EM OF BEIN’ 
EDUCATED ! 

















CIVIC PRIDE 


Visitor: YOU HAVE A WONDERFUL CITY HERE, 


Citizen (modestly): THANKS, 


At the Concert 


HE soul-gripping strains of the violin floated through 

the great marble hall, in a far corner of which, near the 
high French window, the young student wept as if his heart 
would break. Three worldly men, who sat near by, crit- 
ically observed him. 

“I know,” said the first; “he weeps because he is in love.” 

“No,” said the second; 
love.” 

“You are both wrong,” interrupted the third; “he weeps 
because he has failed to solve the riddle of the universe.” 

Little did the great men realize that the young student 
wept merely because the melody was so beautiful. 


C. G. S. 


“he weeps because he is not in 


Chameleonic 


UTOMOBILE SALESMAN: And what type of car 
do you prefer, madam? 
Farr Prospect: I hardly know. I’ve brought photo- 
graphs of my house, my dog, and my husband to assist you, 
and here’s a list of my favorite books. 
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“I SUPPOSE ALL THEM FRAMED 
THERE TO PROVE YOU AMOUNTED 
EVEN IF YOU DON'T 





CERTIFICATES 
TO SOMETHING 


AND DIPLOMAS ARE UP 
SOMEWHERE ONCE, 


HERE, EH, DOC?” 


Afternoons in Bellevue 
Crazy Harry Explains Things 


“T WISH,” said Crazy Harry thought- 

fully, as he endeavored to catch an 
imaginary fly that persisted in annoying 
him, “that I had decided early in life 
to become an architect.” 

“Why?” asked the man who believed 
himself to be a fried egg in the process 
of cooking. 

“Because I should like to draw up 
plans for a house I am going to build,” 
answered Crazy Harry. 

“What kind of a house would that 
be?” asked the Fried Egg mechanically, 
for in reality he wondering 
whether he was sticking to the frying 
pan or not. 


was 


continued Crazy 
Harry, “would provide for thirty-six 


“My original plarts,” 


guest rooms.” 

“Why do you need so many rooms, 
may I ask?” inquired The Fried Egg. 
“Are you going to be a politician and 
invite the voters to your house ?” 

“No,” Crazy Harry told him, “I do 
not intend to have any guests at all.” 

The Fried Egg deliberated upon this. 
“Then 


the rooms in 


“A very good idea,” he said. 
you won't have to put 
order after the guests have left.” 

“No, because I won’t have any guest 
rooms at all when the house is com- 
pletely built.” 

This puzzled the Fried Egg some- 
what. “I wouldn't either, if I were 
answered. “But tell me— 
was I wrong in thinking you said some- 


you,” he 


thing about thirty-six rooms?” 





“No, you heard correctly,” Harry in- 
formed him. “But the way I avoid 
them is by putting them in the original 
plans. If you knew anything about 
architects,” he added in a superior tone, 
“you would know that the first plans 
are always changed. Now if I started 
out with no guest rooms that would 
surely mean that I should wind up with 
a great many. But if I begin with 
thirty-six, can’t you see what a very 


‘ 
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simple matter it would be to wind up 
without any?” 

“Of course, how silly of me,” laughed 
the Fried Egg. The smile upon his fac; 
changed to a look of concern. 

“Harry,” he asked, “would you min 
doing me a favor?” 

“No, of course not. 
replied Harry. 

“Please,” said the Fried Egg, “turn 
me over.” 


What is it? 


Tracy Hammond Lewis. 


When Two Advertising Men 
Discuss the Weather 
Z ELLO! Wilbur F. Schwimpfel, 
what’s your reaction to this littl 
old day?” 

“Jefferson B. Hatch, I'm sold on it— 
completely, absolutely, totally.” 

“Same here. As I analyze the posi- 
tion the present weather certainly has a 
big general appeal.” 

“It sure does get its story across.” 

“Count me in on that, W. F.; that’s 
my slant on it precisely.” 

“No need to canvass the situation on 
a day like to-day, J. B.” 

“Sounds like good psychology to me.” 

“My name’s on the dotted line to 
that, old man. Well, good-by.” 

“Good-by.” P. W. 


OU cannot park your car and have 
it. 








“GEE! DIS IS A FINE OCCYPASHUN FER A MAN WOT STARTED OUT IN 
LIFE FULL OF AMBISHUN.” 
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This Picture Has No Title 


$1,000.00 in Prizes to the Winners of this Title Contest. See following Conditions 
For the best titles to this cartoon, Lire will award prizes as follows: 


First Prize........ 
SECOND PRIZE...... 


Y “best” is understood that title which most cleverly and 
briefly describes the picture reproduced above. 

The Contest is now open and open to everybody, whether 

ibscribers for Lire or not, and will close at this office at 


on on Saturday, Dec. 20, 1924. 


Titles will be judged by three members of Ltre’s Editorial 


Staff, and their decision will be 
} il 
Titles may be original, or may 
a quotation from some well- 
known author, and should not ex- 
eed twenty words each. Con- 
testants may send in more than one 
title but not more than ten in one 
nvelope. 


Should two or more persons 
tbmit the title selected as best, 
‘cond best, etc. each will be 
varded the full amount of the 
rize tied for. 

The final award will be an- 
unced as early as possible after 
the close of the contest (allow- 
ing for completion of the final 
reading). Checks will be sent 


eae eee $500 THIRD PRIZE.... 
aerate $300 FourTH PRIZE... 
CONDITIONS 


simultaneously with 


Picture Title Contest, 


the announcement of the 
The members of Lire’s Staff, of course, are not per- 
mitted to compete. All titles should be addressed to Lire’s 


award 


598 Madison Avenue, New York, 


N. Y. Envelopes should contain nothing but the compet 








Rush! 


HE Judges of Luire’s Picture 

Title Contest are literally swamped 
with answers, emanating from every 
known quarter of the world. Thousands 
upon thousands of eager contestants 
are out for the prises and their brain- 
children are arriving in truckloads. But 
the Judges, and the U. S. Post Office 
Department, are game to the core—and 
are willing to face the deluge that the 
final weeks of this contest will surely 
produce. So get your title in NOW— 
and give yourself the chance to offer 
a second guess. 








ing titles, typewritten or very plainly written, using one 


side of paper only, with the name 
and address of the sender on each 
sheet. Answers which do not con- 


form to these requirements will 
not be considered in the Contest. 


Safety 
ANK PRESIDENT: Where's 
the paper with combination to 
the vault? 
CasHIER: Why—er 
it outside, sir. 


you'll find 
Under the doormat 

HE outcome of the election 

was never in doubt. This was 
fortunate for the intelligentsia, 
who were thus free to devote 
their entire attention to cross- 
word puzzles. 
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Team 
POSITION 





-Levy 
Kowslowsky 
Mianini a 
Dooley OW. Partmouth 
Koppj Columbia 






Cornell 


Fivas, 
Nebraska; LAbensperger, 
vard; Eckstein, Brown; 





LIFE’S All-American Football Selections 

















Second Team 


POSITIO 









COLLEGE 
Vermont . 





















Raffensperger 
Dagrossa 





olgate 
Georgetown 


Mass. Aggies 
Harvard 
c. <. 












WHEN CENSORSHIP INVADES THE FIELD OF SPORT 


Little Journeys to Big Towns 
New York 


EW YORK is the smallest and most troublesome pos- 

session under the protectorate of the United States. 
On the south it is bounded by the Atlantic Ocean and on 
its remaining sides by foreigners. Its major function is to 
furnish banquet halls for persons born elsewhere. 

In successive stages New York has been (a) a Dutch 
settlement; (b) an English settlement; (c) an American 
settlement; (d) a polyglot settlement; (¢) a settlement for 
ten cents on the dollar. 

Among the city’s products are: stage bedroom suites 
with appropriate dialogue from the French for visiting 
buyers and resident sellers; Volstead Act injunctions; belt- 
line clothing for men; journals of liberal opinion and re- 
stricted circulation; veterans of the wars of Peggy Hop- 
kins Joyce; Mayor Hylan’s committees; expense accounts; 
letters back home, and young ladies who insist upon living 
their own lives out loud. 

A man-child born in New \-a 
York is disqualified for resi- \\_\ 
dence in the city. So soon as he 
reaches maturity, in accordance 
with custom, he moves to New 
Jersey or Connecticut and be- 
comes a foreigner. 


James K. McGuinness. 


Meditation 


ELIA: Interesting lecture, 
wasn’t it? 
Cetra: Yes, indeed ; I thought 
out two Christmas presents. 





“WHAT I'D LIKE TO KNOW IS, ARE YOU MY TWIN 
OR AM I youRS?” 


How I Seized My Opportunity 

ELIEVING that the first step on the road to success 

involves the seizing of one’s opportunity, the Editors 
have asked the president of a well-known Rotary Club to tell 
how he seized his. 
Mr. Waldemar X. Pooh, inventor and manufacturer of 
the Double-Cross Bucket for catching Lambs, writes as 
follows: “I was just a clerk when my opportunity came 
I had brought some papers to the president of the com 
pany—he was in conference, as usual—when the third vice 
president, the best-dressed man I ever saw before he took 
to stripes, said ‘Let us ask Pooh.’ The directors took 
one look at me and laughed; but the third vice-president 
hushed their mirth. 
“We are in desperate straits,’ he said gravely. ‘Every 
thing else has failed. What have we to lose?’ 
“Then he turned to me and in the tone of one who is 
almost beaten, inquired: ‘Pooh, what word of five letters 
means a cold dwelling-place? We can only think of 
New York apartment.’ 

i “For a moment the circle of 
worn, tense faces upset me, but 
I pulled myself together. ‘Igloo,’ 
I cried, and as the room rocked 
I knew my chance had come.” 


Bertram Bloch. 





OTHER: Dear, dear, baby 
has his foot in his mouth 
again. 

FatHer: Let him enjoy him- 
self while he can—thirty years 
from now he won't be able to 
touch his toes. 








iid contl 














THE FARMER’S FRIENDS 





MR. BANKER, MISS POLITICS AND LITTLE MASTER INFANT INDUSTRY CELEBRATE THANKSGIVING. 








“OH, MOTHER, THERE MUST HAVE BEEN A MOTH IN MY SHOE,” 


Singing Wires 


UM DINGER is a pal of hers and 

a writer of popular songs. She 

thought she'd like to go with him to the 

theatre the other night, so she called 
up in the afternoon at his office. 

A voice 


came soitly, almost con- 
fidentially, over the telephone wire: 
“Cuddle up a little closer, can’t you, 


dear ?—It’s just Bidwell 607 whisp'ring 
here into your ear.” 

“Is that you, Hum?” she asked fool- 
ishly. 

“It's 
nohow but me,” he replied. 
up, baby, just like a little lady sittin’ 
pretty on her dear old mammy’s knee, 
in Tennessee.” 





nobud—ee, nobud—ee, nobudee 


“So speak 


“Er—this is Edna,” she substantiated 
rather 
anything on for to-night?” 


self-consciously. “Have you 

“I may play around with others, as 
sisters do with brothers; but my time is 
yours and mother’s, when I’m through,” 
he volunteered cordially. 

“Very well, listen,” she interposed; 
“how about a show?—The newspapers 
without exception speak favorably of 
the new play at the Majestic.” 

He took her up on the spot: “Nothing 
could be finer than to go with you, old 
timer, there this eve—ve—ning! Noth- 
ing could be sweeter et 

“Where shall I look for you?” she 
cut in quickly. 

“When it’s night-time at the Majestic, 





I'll be waiting in the lobby for you, 
dear!” he promised. 

“Eight o'clock, then,” she shot back, 
somewhat hurriedly. She was on a 
party line. 

“You set the date, kid, and I won't be 
late, kid, when those wedding bells of 
fate, kid, ring for two, sweetheart so 
true,” he hastily assured her. 

“All “eight 
o'clock, don’t forget. Will you have the 
tickets? Well, good-by.” 


right, then,” she said; 


~ 








“When you say ‘Good-by,’ I could 
cry, dear, I could cry till my ‘heart 
breaks in two; it’s hard to explain, for 
there’s no sign of rain, but I’m feelin’ 
so lonely and blue. So if you want to 
cheer me up and fill my life’s sweet cup, 
don’t say ‘Good-by’ whatever you do— 
say, ‘So long, honey!’—it sounds so 
sweet and sunny—and I'll say, ‘So long, 
honey !—Same to you!’” he rejoined, 
with a click of the receiver. 


Edmund J. Kiefer. 


Worthy of His Hire 


HE plumber worked and the helper 
stood helplessly looking on. He 
was learning the business. This was his 
first day. 
“Say,” he inquired, “do you charge 
for my time?” 

“Certainly, boob,” came the reply 

‘But I haven't done anything.” 

The plumber, to fill in the hour, had 
been looking long at the finished job 
with a lighted candle. Handing the 
that 
burned to the helper, he said, wither 
ingly, “Here—if you gotta be so damned 
conscientious—blow that out!” 


two inches of it were still un 


A Slim Clue 


ISITOR: The country hereabouts 
is mostly level, isn’t it? 
FaRMER: Well, there are a few 


politicians we are suspicious of, but 
we ain't got no actual proof, 





WHY THE OLD FOLKS SWOONED 


The Family: Hooray, 


MOTHER AND FATHER, HERE WE ARE 


FOR THANKSGIVING. 


AND WE'VE BROUGHT OUR OWN FoopD! 









































“HELLO, SKIPPY, THIS IS LIZZIE KRAUS- “THERE WAS ANOTHER PARTY I WAS INVITED 
MEYER TALKING. CAN YOU COME TO MY AT SATURDAY, LIZZIE, BUT JUST WAIT ’N’ I'LL 
PARTY SATURDAY?” SEE IF I CAN GO.” 











0 Me 
Wh” Zee 


“HEADS! 1 LOSE!” “VES, LIZZIE, I CAN COME TO YOUR PARTY.” 





— 
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R. LODGE’S 
death calls at- 
tention once more to 
the remarkable elim- 





ination of the die- 
hards from political 
life. It has hap- 


pened in this country and also in Eng- 
land, where the new Tory cabinet is 
made up of comparatively tolerant spir- 
its. Lord Curzon has been elevated to 
a place of dignity and impotence; 
Austen Chamberlain is the Secretary 
of Foreign Affairs, and Winston 
Churchill Chancellor of the Exchequer. 
It is a comparatively mild-mannered 
cabinet and none too harmonious at 
that. 

So here, in these States, the group 
that beat Wilson and the Treaty of 
Versailles and kept us out of the 
League of Nations has disappeared in 
a fashion quite remarkable. It cen- 
tered in the Foreign Relations Com- 
mittee of a Senate organized by the 
election of Newberry in Michigan, with 
Mr. Lodge as Chairman of that com- 
mittee. That some members of it have 
died is not remarkable because most of 
them were men fairly well on in years, 
but consider them: Brandegee is dead; 
Fall, no longer a Senator, has met with 
serious disabilities; Knox is dead, and 
Harding, and now Lodge; Hiram 
Johnson is living but without influ- 
ence in the present Republican Party; 
Shields of Tennessee failed of reélec- 
tion. There remains Borah, whose 
feelings about foreign relations have 
become very much modified. It is he, 
apparently, who will fall heir to Mr. 
Lodge’s chairmanship and that is well, 
for he looks to be nowadays the ablest 
Republican in public life, and is likely 
to be a valuable helper to President 
Coolidge in any good policies he may 
seek to further. 


As for Mr. Lodge, he was seventy- 
five years old and entitled to a release 
from the activities of this world. It 
is not remarkable that he has died; 
it is remarkable that his political influ- 
ence had passed away some time before 
his end. He was reélected to the Sen- 
ate in Massachusetts, but. with difficulty 
and with a small majority; a more 
popular Democratic candidate would 
probably have beaten him. At the con- 
vention in Cleveland he was hardly 
more than a spectator and this after 
he had led a great fight that convulsed 
the politics of the country and affected 
all the world, and had won it abso- 
lutely. 

He represented the group that kept 
the United States out of the League. 
Whether he himself desired that par- 
ticular outcome may be doubted, and 
will have to be left for future discus- 
sion by historians and persons inter- 
ested in politics that is past. Cer- 
tainly, however, the fight over the 
League was the great exploit of Mr. 
Lodge’s life and it is chiefly by that 
that he will be remembered. What he 
fought for, as we look back at it, was 
the Senate’s power over treaties, his 
own power in the Senate, and the 
Republican Party. He won all three 
battles, but it may be he lost the war, 
for that is not over yet. 





R. LODGE’S life was long, active 
and filled with industry. He was 
interested in many things and many 
people. He was very able; he was 
friendly; he was a good writer, and 
he was almost always polite. He 


seemed to have no great passion to 
help humanity, or save the world, but 





he did undoubtedly have an authentic 
passion to do his best, according to 
his lights, for the advantage of the 
United States. A life-long friend of 
his, after recounting his merits, his re- 
markable achievements and the energy 
with which he had lived, and praising 
him for all those things, and speaking 
of him as a worthy successcr of Web- 
ster, observed finally and with a sigh, 
“But his heart was not right.” Prob- 
ably that was the trouble with Mr. 
Lodge. He was born lacking in some 
ingredients that make for sweetness, 
and people who know his descent 
understand why he lacked what he 
did lack. 

But what he had he used remark- 
ably, and he had much. The man to 
write about him is Gamaliel Bradford, 
who has experience in handling mixed 
characters. But the verdict on his 
political life will turn on whether it 
was best that the United States should 
get into the League in 1920 or not. 
About that we cannot tell until the 
scroll of history has been somewhat 
further unrolled. 





R. LODGE’S departure emphasizes 
the occurrence of a new deal. 
Politics seems to have made a new 
start altogether. The Democrats are 
wondering why they were beaten with 
such destructive emphasis on Election 
Day, but comforted because La Follette 
showed up still worse. There is fairly 
general agreement in these parts that 
Governor Bryan did not help his ticket 
much, but that is not important; neither 
is it important that Mr. Davis did not 
always speak to suit everybody, or 
that there were flaws in the Demo- 
cratic campaign management. The vot- 
ers did not want a Democrat this year ; 
neither did they want a radical. They 
did not want any kind of brilliant 
politician. They were not bent on rais- 
ing gamecocks, but simply a good 
layer. So they went back to the farm. 
Business won the election and a very 
lively boom in stocks is now proceeding. 
Let us all be happy in it while it lasts. 
That a team of football players came 
from Mr. Wilson’s college and wiped 
the team from Mr. Lodge’s college off 
the earth was probably only a coinci- 
dence. E. S. Martin. 
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The Boy Who Grew Up 


EAVEN knows that we are not a department to hark 

back to the good old days, but we must be permitted 
just one little lapse into that tiresome critical method because 
this time it means so very much to us. In the next para- 
graph we are going to talk about Maude Adams in “Peter 
Pan”; so you may skip it right now if you like. 


STEGER S 
AUDE ADAMS came to us in “Peter Pan” at just the 
age when we were ready for a great emotional up- 
heaval. At fifteen one is first beginning to realize that 
everything isn’t money and power in this world, and is cast- 
ing about for joys which do not turn to dross in one’s hands. 
Miss Adams made us cry for the first time since our final 
spanking, some three years before. That, you must admit, 
is quite an event in a young man’s life. We were on the 
road to Damascus, and near the corner of Broadway and 
Fortieth Street, in the Empire Theatre, we suddenly saw 
a great light and changed our name from Saul to Paul, 
becoming the beautiful character that you see us to-day. 

In view of this (which we hesitate even to talk about in 
print) we may perhaps be excused from anything more 
than a formal statement that an espéce de “Peter Pan” is 
now being presented at the Knickerbocker Theatre, with 
Marilyn Miller heading the cast. 








N second thought, we have decided to get a little sore 

about it. Very sore, in fact. Because this production of 
“Peter Pan” represents something in the commercial theatre 
of to-day which is so terribly wrong that there is little 
hope for anything so long as it persists. We refer to a com- 
plete and abysmal ignorance on the part of a majority of 
the theatrical entrepreneurs, an ignorance of the meaning of 
the plays they produce, an ignorance of the spirit which 
motivated their writing, and an ignorance of the public for 
whom they are supposed to be presented. 

The fact that a script like that of “Peter Pan” could fall 
into the hands of people who didn’t know last January that 
Marilyn Miller could never be Peter Pan, beautiful and 
graceful as she is, any more than Mary Eaton or Julia 
Sanderson or seven hundred other beautiful and graceful 
ladies could ever be Peter Pan, shows exactly what is wrong 
with the commercial theatre to-day and what will probably 





be wrong with it to-morrow. The fact that people should 
be allowed to present this play who would interpolate a 
Broadway song-hit into it, shows exactly what is wrong with 
the world. 





HAT song-hit was particularly revolting. It was bad 

enough when Peter sang it to Wendy as they sat by the 
fireplace, a tawdry affair on the order of “Look for the 
Silver Lining,” about Home being the best little thing after 
all. But all through this, and all through the rest of: the 
disheartening performance, we sat waiting for the final cur- 
tain, where Peter stands among the fireflies in the tree-tops 
waving good-by, because we didn’t see how they could spoil 
that. This scene might, we hoped, recapture something of 
the original charm. 

And when it finally came, and the curtain started descend- 
ing on that memorable picture, what happened? The 
orchestra began plugging the song-hit just as they do at the 
final curtain of a musical comedy, and to the strains of this 
Tin-Pan Alley whistler, the most fireproof asbestos that we 
have ever seen came slowly down on our shattered temple. 





“GHATTERED temple” because, most unforgivable of 
everything, Mr. Basil Dean and the rest of them made 
us see that “Peter Pan” isn’t really so splendid after all. 
Even had some one more suitable than Miss Miller played 
the role, we doubt whether we could have kept our illusions 
about it. It is just plain dull in great, long stretches. It 
is even worse in others. Aside from the moment when 
little Miss Carol Chase, as Lisa, drawing herself up to her 
full three feet, said “Pooh!” with such force and artistic 
fire as to throw herself completely off her balance, we got 
scarcely a thrill from the words Barrie had written. 


SS ee ee ee we 





ERHAPS the fault was not entirely Miss Miller’s, or 
Barrie’s, or Mr. Basil Dean’s. The trouble probably lay 
in our having once been fifteen and, being fifteen, having 


seen Maude Adams. 
Robert Benchley. 





one 


ees 


_ 


~ wl 


a ar on), ae, 7, he 


< 


=" pn = el 


* gn yg 


Y ee OL 7 


oe 


wae ee 











Owing to the time it takes to print Lire, readers should verify from the daily 
newspapers the continuance of the attractions at the theatres mentioned. 


More or Less Serious 


Conscience. Belmont—Considerable talk on 
one thing and another, enlivened by a vivid 
performance by Lillian Foster. 

Dancing Mothers. Maxine Elliott’s — The 
often-stated problem of the Younger Genera- 
tion, solved with some distinction at the final 
curtain. 

Dawn. Harris—To be 
later. 

The Desert Flower. Longacre—To be re 
viewed next week. 

Desire Under the Elms. Greenwich Village 

To be reviewed next week. 

The Fake. udson — Godfrey 
gentlemanly homicide. 

Firmin Gémier. Jolson’s Fifty-Ninth St.— 
The Odéon Company from Paris in reper 


Sam H. reviewed 


Tearle in 


toire 
High Stakes. Eltinge—A lot of pretty bad 
elodrama, with the somewhat redeeming 
presence of Lowell Sherman. 
Mme. Simone. Henry Miller’s—The French 
star in repertoire. 


My Son. Nora Bayes—Cape Cod Portu- 
gee’ talk. ; 

Rain Gaicty— Don't be silly. You've 
een it. 


The Second Mrs. Tanqueray. Cort—Ethel 
Barrymore splendid in a revival of what was 
ice hot stuff. 


Shipwrecked. JVallack’s—To be reviewed 
ext week, 
Silence. National—To be reviewed next 


ek 
Simon Called Peter. A/aw—To be reviewed 
xt week. 


They Knew What They Wanted. Garrick 
lo be reviewed later. 

Tiger Cats. Belasco — Robert Loraine and 
.atharine Cornell in one of those transla 


ns about a professor whose wife worries 
I almost to death, in this case. 

What Price Glory? Plymouth—Love and 
var among the marines. A grand play. 
White Cargo. Daly’s—Well, it seems there 
s this white man who went to live in 
irica, 


Comedy and Things Like That 


Abie’s Irish Rose. Repudblic— We, the 
ple of the United States, in order to 
rm a more perfect Union, establish jus 
e, insure domestic tranquillity, provide for 

common defense, promote the general 

lfare (to be continued next week). 

The Best People. Lyceum One of the 

ny plays about the goings-on of the young 

ple, and not the best by a long shot. 

The Farmer’s Wife. Comedy—Rich Devon- 

re dialect used amusingly. 

The Firebrand. Morosco— The bedroom 
exits and entrances of Benvenuto Cellini 

ude into a highly entertaining farce, with 

seph Schildkraut as the boy himself. 

Grounds for Divorce. Empire—Ina Claire 

king something out of what would other- 

se be a fairly conventional marriage 

X-up. 

The Guardsman. 





Booth — Excellent high 


medy, thanks to Lynn Fontanne and 
\lfred Lunt. 

The Haunted House. George M. Cohan’s 
Pretty funny mystery play, with Wallace 


Lddinger. 

Izzy. Thirty-Ninth St.—Personally, we like 
to hear Jimmy Hussey talk Jewish. 

Lazybones. Vanderbilt—New England rus 
tics in somewhat more interesting complica 
tions than usual. 

inick. Bijow—A true copy of family life 

en complicated by the presence of the 
father-in-law. Good stuff. 

Peter Pan. Knickerbocker — Reviewed in 
this issue. 

Pigs. Little—Pleasant. 

The Show-Off. Playhouse—The last word 


in American home comedy. 


The Steam Roller. 


viewed next week. 


Princess — To be re 





The Way of the World. Cherry Lane—To 
be reviewed later. 

The Werewolf. Forty-Ninth St. Promis 
cuity in a spirit of fun. 

Eye and Ear Entertainment 

Annie Dear. Times Square—To be re 
viewed next week. 

Artists and Models. Astor—You know. 

The Chocolate Dandies. Colonial — The 


dean of the colored shows. 

Dixie to Broadway. Broadhurst—The best 
of the colored shows, with Florence Mills. 

The Grab Bag. Globe—Ed Wynn. Do 
you want to know any more? 

Greenwich Village Follies. Shubert—Moran 
and Mack lending a few perfect moments to 
an otherwise tiresome spectacle. 


I'll Say She Is. Casino—The Marx Broth 
ers are tunny enough to make up for every 
thing—and there is considerable to make up 
for. 

Kid Boots. Selwyn Eddie Cantor still 
bounding along 

Madame Pompadour. Martin Bex To be 
reviewed next week. 

Marjorie. Forty-Fourth St 
and Andrew 


Elizabeth Hines 
Tombes in a good show 


Passing Show. Iiinter Garde - Hardly 
worth while. 
Ritz Kevue. Rit Beautiful but a bit over 


sophisticated. Charlotte Greenwood helps out 
Rose-Marie. /mpecrial—A charming 
Scandals. Ap Tom Patricola, Lester 


score 


Allen and Winnie Lightner in George White's 
best. 

Vanities. Earl Carroll A much better 
show than when it opened, with Joe Cook 


working harder 
Ziegfeld Follies. New Amster , Some 





new stuff and Will Roger 
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ETHEL BARRYMORE IN “THE SECOND MRS. TANQUERAY” 
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NotHixe is equal to the humor of 
life itself, as H. L. Mencken has 
suggested, and that Count Boni de 
Castellane should have written “How 
I Discovered America” (Boni & Live- 
right) exactly at this moment is one 
more notable instance in support of the 
statement. It is as if the Gould family 
had shrieked in chorus, “Oh, that mine 
adversary would write a book!” The 
Count says—and in italics, too—that he 
was the best investment the Goulds ever 
made. If they had only let him keep 
the chairs and objets d'art 
which he rushed out and bought almost 
the moment he received his first check! 


antique 


Well, he figures it out in good round 
numbers what a fortune they would 
be worth to-day. At that, I am not 


saying he may not be right. 

Until I read these naive confessions of 
Castellane’s, painting the town 
red had been nothing to me but a fig- 
ure of speech. If Boni didn’t exactly 
paint Paris red after he married Anna 
Gould, he at least knew where to place 
footmen in scarlet. And his persistence 
in adding powdered wigs to the scarlet 
coats was one of the things that got 
him talked about. It was not his fault 
that he was born a century too late, so 
he went solemnly about his business of 
trying to increase the world’s stock of 
beauty. Also expensively. And how 
he did struggle to make something out 
of Anna! An esthete of the old 
French tradition with the late George 
Gould for a brother-in-law and back- 
will really have to read 
“How I Discovered America” to grasp 
the bathos of the combination. Inci- 
dentally, it is just the kind of book 
for a guest-room table. 


Zoni de 


stop—you 


HOSE who may have felt that May 
Sinclair was going a little bad on 

us with “A Cure of Souls” will re- 
joice over “Arnold Waterlow” (Mac- 
millan), her latest novel. It is difficult 
for a reviewer to write calmly of Miss 
Sinclair, even with her own marvelous 
economy of expression for an inspira- 
tion. But to say that Arnold Waterlow 
is anything less than a triumph of char- 
acterization would not be telling the 
truth. Here we have the portrait of a 


Raa RRR RRR 
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man who was thoroughly honest with 
himself and everybody else. And how 
he had to suffer! The confession is 
not going to get me very far with the 
Bible Class element, but there were 
moments when I wanted to step right 
into the plot and give Arnold a good 
shaking and talking-to. If Miss Sin- 
clair hadn't managed that Arnold's 
mother should finally learn she was 
being supported by him to his great 
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deprivation instead of living on the im- 
aginary dividends, which, when real, 
had been lost by her favorite, Richard, 
I should have broken down completely. 
And as for that hussy, Rosalind! 
“Arnold Waterlow” will remind you, 
and rather comfortably, of how times 
have changed since the Victorian era. 
And you will like the hero—almost as 
much as Miss Sinclair likes him. 
(Continued on page 32) 





DOT MAYFLOWER 


OVER?” 


“DOT, SCHULTZE, 


I DON'T KNOW.” 
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Casi hGaaD® 


““ 


GEE, MADGE! AIN'T PUBLICITY WONDERFUL? ONLY FOR THE 
PAPERS PUBLISHIN’ THESE INCOME TAXES I MIGHTA MARRIED 
THAT GUY AFTER HIM TELLIN’ ME HIS INCOME WAS A 
HUNDRED THOUSAND A YEAR.” 


A Full Bowl 


LL attendance records were broken at the Yale Bowl 
last Saturday when between the hour the gates were 
opened and game time 77,000 pocket flasks poured through 
the turnstiles. When the gates were closed at 2:10 P. «., 
at least 50,000 more flasks were clamoring to gei in. 
Officials estimate that the attendance represented 24,000 
quarts of Scotch, 31,000 quarts of rye, 
964 cases of gin, and a liberal proportion 


of miscellaneous alcoholic concoctions. 

If laid end to end, or neck to neck, 
as the case may be, the flasks would 
have gurgled the earth three times and 
wound up in William H. Anderson’s 
cell at Sing Sing. 

New Haven police, aided by the state 
constabulary, handled the heavy traffic 
efficiently. No serious casualties were 
reported, though it was rumored that 
fourteen flasks were smashed beyond 
repair and more than one hundred 
slightly damaged in a jam at No. 14 
Exit. This rumor could not be con- 
firmed by college authorities or local 
officials at press time. re 








E: Five yards to go, and a minute 
to play. 
Sue: How many feet is that a 
second ? 
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The New York Idea of Thanksgiving 


HIS is the delicatessen. Look once on the beautiful 
herring, 

Rolled up and tied up so careful, and dunked in the spice 
laden vinegar, 

Give only a look at the salads; 
Kartoffel, 

Covered with mayonnaise dressing, like old Mr. Whittier’s 
“Snowbound.” 


the shrimp and the tasty 


While up in the window suspended, as our ancestors, olav 
hasholem, 

Hung in their kitchens before us long strings of dried apples 
and onions, 

There hang the rows of salami, and Blutwurst and juicy 
Bologny. 

And here is a great big roast turkey, just like on the 
magazine covers. 

Suppose we should buy off his bosom a couple nice slices 
of white meat 

And take them back home to the flat mit, and celebrate may- 
be Thanksgiving. 


R. Spillman, 


Lines to the President 
¥ OPING these few suggestions will not come amiss—” 
“Anything that you can do for Mr. Blank 

“Of the two consulates, would prefer the one at Buenos 
Aires—” 

“Consider myself fully qualified for any office you may—” 

“As Director of the Mint or any other little job 

“Pleased to accept preferment—” 

“Should you see fit to appoint me postmaster 

“Any position, in fact, except that of revenue officer in 
Arkansas—” 

OME day, somebody is going to write a joke about 

the motorist who does beat a locomotive to a grade 


crossing. 











SAY IT WITH SEMAPHORES 





























SCIENTISTS DETERMINING HOW HARD A DOLLAR CAN BE SQUEEZED 











Between the Acts 


Scene: Seats G-6 and G-8. 
[rme: The intermission of a mystery 
play. 

Cuaracters: He and She. 

HE 

WONDER who did it. 
SHE 

Who do you suppose that is with 

Harry Pfhaff? 

HE 

It might have been the butler. 
SHE 

I think it’s that Collins woman. 
HE 

Or perhaps it was the maid. 
SHE 

It looks like her chinchilla wrap. 
He 

I wonder who it was. 
SHE 


They were together at the matinee 
last Saturday. 
HE 
I don’t like the fellow who plays the 
listrict attorney. 
SHE 
What do you think she’s saying to 
him? He looks so interested. 
HE 
But the girl's good. 
SHE 
And I don’t believe Violet knows a 
thing about it. 


HE 

There isn’t a single clue to follow. 
SHE 

Poor Violet! 
HE 


Unless that lamp that went out so 
uddenly meant something. 





The Thin Girl: 


copy cats! 





jA— Herd I, 


Irate Old Gentleman: 


SHE 
Of course, I wouldn't trust her on 
oath 
He 
Or the overshoes in the goldfish bowl. 
SHE 
Still, I think I'll tell her. 
He 
Maybe it’s the old father. 
SHE 
He hasn't taken his eyes off her for 
one second. 


He 
No, it’s more likely the brother. 
SHE 
He must be crazy about 
her. 
HE 
I'm sure he’s the one. 
SHE 


If she’d only turn around 
a little. 


HE 
Yes, I’m certain it’s the 
brother. 
SHE 


Heavens! It’s Violet her- 
self! How dull! I did 
think Harry had a little 
more adventure in him than 
to take his wife to the the- 
atre. 

THe Curtain RISES 
Charles G. Shaw. 


DON’T TELL ME ABOUT THIS GAME, SIR. I 
GOLF WHEN YOU WERE 


PLAYED 
IN KNICKERBOCKERS., 


Stealing Hollywood’s Stuff 
“you understand,” said the producer 
to the advertising director, “that 
this new production is merely a rehash 
of old stuff, nothing new in it, but we 
want to select a title that will make it 
seem new and startling. We can’t call 
it a Super-Jewel production or a First 
National attraction because other com 
panies have appropriated those terms.” 
“Since it is a rehash of things already 
sifted,” remarked 
the advertising director, 
it ‘Hot Dosa’ ?” 
“Too frivolous,” 
“As a selling title it is entirely out of 


screened, not to say 
“why not call 
said the producer 
the picture, as you might say. I want a 
serious name that will dramatize the 
product—something like ‘barbecue,’ 
which people coming in a 
crowd and getting real nutriment.” 

“T have it,” said the ad man. “Name 
it ‘Liepnitz’s SuprREME SUPER-BAR- 
BEQUE Hasn’.” 

And that is the name under which 
the new brand of hash is being mar- 
keted by Packer Liebnitz. 

ee 


suggests 


Edson. 


(swearing): On my word of 


H® 
honor—as a gentleman. 


SHE: Oh, why did you have to go 
and spoil it? 








“Dante’s Inferno” 
HROUGH Hell with Dante on the 
Road to Happiness’—that is the 

catch phrase used in the 
copy prepared by 
publicity men. 


advertising 
William Fox’s alert 
There are also frequent 
references to the number of 
and comparatively undraped 
who appear in the celluloid transcrip- 
tion of the Divine Comedy. 

“The Inferno,” as we see 
screen, is an 


beautiful 
women 


it on the 
effective picture; it is 
probably just about what Dante himself 
would have imagined if he had gone to 
Hollywood instead of to Hell. It 
shows us a_ papier-maché Inferno, 
paved realistically with good intentions 
—and rather more 
wise. 


alluring than other- 
Thousands of Fox Sunshine girls 
through the lower 
regions, lending support to the hopeful 
theory of a stingless death. 

The ideal musical accompaniment for 
such a film is the song of Irving Ber- 
lin’s which ended: 


are strewn about 


“They've got a couple of old re- 
formers in Heaven 
Who make you go to bed at 
eleven— 
Pack up 
the devil 


your sins and go to 


And you'll never have 
bed at all.” 


to go to 


HENEVER Mr. 

production on a “world-famous 
classic of literature,” he puts it in the 
form of a dream so that he may neutra- 
lize the effect of an unhappy ending. 

This device is used in “Dante’s In- 
ferno.” A hard, heartless business man 
picks up a copy of the book, starts to 
read it—and then drops off to sleep 
along about page four. 

This may not sound particularly com- 
plimentary to Dante, but he should 
worry. Not author is lucky 
enough to sell the movie rights to his 
work. 


Fox bases a film 


every 


“Madonna of the Streets” 


AZIMOVA has returned to the 
movies and involved herself in a 
sorry mess. Entitled “Madonna of the 
Streets,” it deals in a feeble way with 
those seamy sides of life which the film 
producers always love to touch. But it 
doesn’t make sense. It romps from one 
situation to another with no regard for 
dramatic construction or for reality. 
Nazimova herself is pretty good; 
Milton Sills, her leading man, is pretty 
bad. “Madonna of the Streets” 
terrible. 


“The Garden of Weeds” 


HE genuine greatness of James 

Cruze as a director is established in 
“The Garden of Weeds”—for here he 
is called upon to tell an incredible story, 
and he succeeds in putting it over as if 
it were almost true. By _ splendid 
manipulation of his characters, he has 
resolved a cheap, tawdry movie into 
something that resembles a drama. 


is just 





NAZIMOVA IN “MADONNA 
OF THE STREETS” 





TT pte Kath bye 


“The Garden of Weeds” is still short 
of being a worthy picture; but that 
isn’t Mr, Cruze’s fault. 


“Hot Water” 


HERE has to be an occasional let- 
down in the most high-strung 
—and one can therefore forgive Harold 
Lloyd for the flaws that are to be ob 
served in “Hot Water.” It is, for th 
most part, hilariously funny—but it 
lacks the consistency, the evenness oi 
pace, that distinguished every Lloyd 
comedy from “Grandma’s Boy” to “Gir! 
Shy.” The usual inspiration is missing 
in the gags. 
I sincerely hope that Harold Lloyd 
isn’t going back. There must be some 
excuse for enthusiasm on this page. 


career 


More Suggestions 

HIS contribution to the 

American Movie is submitted by G 

T. Smith, Jr., of the University ot 
Virginia : 

An erring wife visits an unscrupulous 
bachelor in his apartment. When he: 
husband knocks at the door, she hides 
in a closet—but neglects to leave het 
gloves, handbag or rubbers in the sitting 
room, and is not discovered. 

And this is from Mildred Duffield, « 
Chicago: 

The villain ostentatiously 
lighted cigarette butt in the hay-barn 
where the girl is entrapped. It goe: 
out, and there are no subsequent scenes 
of fire-engines through the 
streets. 

And this from Mrs. Mark Sullivan: 

The hero is told by the doctor that 
he has but six months to live. He ar- 
ranges all his affairs in preparation for 
death, spends his final days in the man 
ner that appeals to him most, and then, 
at the end of the sixth month, he dies 
as predicted. 


Great 


drops a 


dashing 


R. &. Sherwood. 




















First Monkey: WHAT AILS THAT FOOL OSTRICH? 


Second Me mkey : 


SOME ONE FED HIM A PHONOGRAPH RECORD 


KEEPS RUNNING THROUGH HIS HEAD 


AND NOW THE TUNE 


Football Dope by the Golf Expert 


- the pitting of Chow against Lynx 

at the Polo Country Club, next 
Saturday, the gallery will be offered 
ne of the most thrilling contests in 
the Fall Intercollegiate Tournament. 
Both teams have walked through the 
qualifying round with ease, the Chow 
having trounced Notre Dormy by five 
nd three (five touchdowns and three 
field goals), while the Lynx turned in 
a neat 64 against the Big Red Team. 

There is little to choose between the 
two aggregations. The Chow is longer 
off the tee, owing to its driving ability. 
hut the short game of the Lynx is 
accurate. Miller has 
practicing chip shots over the goal 
posts from the thirty-five-yard line all 
week and has now corrected his ten- 
dency to rim the crossbar. Although 
Rademacher’s forward passing has de- 
veloped a nasty hook, Coach McPher- 
son believes that if he will put more 
weight on his right foot, come back 
slow and stop pressing, the trouble will 
straighten out. 

Coach McFirsin of the opposing 
forces is not so sanguine. “The line 
will not keep its head down,” grumbled 


uncannily been 


McFirsin. “Walsh has been topping the 
ball on every pass. When they ought to 
be down the field in one, it takes them 
about three putts to go ten yards. The 
interference is good, but the tandem 
plays are not following through with 
enough snap. The guards have no back- 
spin at all on their tackling. About all 
I can count on for distance is the back- 
field. They their heads in the 
wood. Or, you might say, the wood’s in 


have 


their heads.” 
This gloomy talk, 
favorite device of 


is a 
Mc- 
Firsin to hide his real feelings. “Say 
no more about it,” declares Coach Mc- 
Pherson. “’Twill be won by whoever 
is handiest with his gridiron.” 

The tee-off will see practically the 
same line-up as last week, Zubiloff, 
Camproni, Maxwell and Bloch taking 
the backfield turf for the Chow. Gray, 
the Lynx hero who holed out from 
the forty-five-yard line in last year’s 
classic, still has remarkable control of 
hi. pins. “I'll lay as many dead as I 
can,” he promises modestly. 

“Divots” Carruthers, one of the 
Chow mainstays, is not expected to 


however, 


canny Coach 


He is under suspension for 
little too into the 


compete. 
driving a heartily 
rough stuff. Caddy, the second-string 
half, may replace “Divots.” 


Henry William Hanemann, 


So I Hung Up the Receiver 

“W/7OU ought to have it by this time— 
it left here fully twenty-five min- 
utes ago.” 

“What is it you want to speak to Mr 
Skirmish about? Perhaps I can help 
you.” 

“There was a long-distance call for 
you from Meriden, but they don’t want 
you any more.” 

“Dr. Bulloway sees patients only by 
appointment.” 

“Would you mind spelling that name, 
please ?” 

“Will you excuse it, please?” 
President Coolidge speak- 


F. W. 


“This is 


ing 





ELEN: How far did you go? 

Haze. (returning from auto- 
mobile ride): Not quite to the first 
kiss. 








wh) 
—— 


==AUT SCISSORS 
Aut NULLUS 






The Defensive Alliance 


After an acrimonious debate the bride 
“But for one thing I'd 
leave you and go home to Mother.” 
“What's that ?” 
“Mother is coming here. 
ing Father.” 
—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


said tearfully: 


She’s leav- 


Coals to Newcastle 


APPLICANT flo 
some advice about my husband, sir. He 


magistrate): 1 want 

left me twenty-five years ago and I ain't 

seen him since. 
MaGIsTRATE: Well? 

What about me ’aving a 

separation ?—London Opinion. 


APPLICANT: 


Nailing It 

“What is the 
caught ?” 

“You wouldn't believe me if I should 


biggest fish you ever 


tell you.” 
“Liar !’"-—Detroit News. 














IN THE RUHR 


The English Officer: 1 Say, You 

KNOW, I @m GLAD WE'RE ABOUT 

DONE WITH THIS SHOCKING OCCU- 
PATION THING. 

The French Officer: ARE you 
RETURNING TO ENGLAND? 
“NO. WE'RE GOING INTO THE 
EGYPTIAN SOUDAN.” 


—Le Ruy Blas (Paris). 
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Patent Office. 


ossessions. 
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For Reprint Rights 


No Exceptions 


The wife and daughter of Colonel 
Berry, camp commander, came to the gate 
after taps and demanded admission. The 
sentry objected. 

“But, my dear man, you don’t under- 
stand,”’ expostulated the older 
“We are the Berrys.” 

“I don’t care if you’re the cat’s whisk- 
ers,” retorted the sentry. “You can’t get 
in at this hour.” 

—American Legion Weekly. 


woman. 


Bad News 


The mother took her six-year-old boy 
to the movie and when they were seated a 
man appeared on the screen, took a let- 
ter from his pocket, read it and scowled. 

‘I guess it’s his income tax, Mother,” 
the youngster said.—/ndianapolis News. 


GrapuaTE: I want a good hard job. 
Business Man: I have no good hard 
jobs. 

GrapuaTE: Well, just make it a good 
job, then.—Carnegie Tech. Puppet. 


“Is life worth living?” 


“It isn't, if you think about it like that.” 


—St. Louis Globe-Democrat. 
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Canadian distributor, The Ameri 
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” 


FE does not hold itself responsible for the loss 
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For Your Christmas Giving 
You Want the Very Best. 


well. 





That Is, a Subscription 
to _ 
if 
Which means A Merry Christmas to 
the whole family, for old and young 


alike rush to read it, the best illustrated humorous 
paper published, the leader of its class. 
Laugh on Every Page, there is always something to 
smile over in Lire and a few bits to think about as 
It is the ideal Christmas Gift, a lasting pleas- 
ure each week the whole year through. 


With Jts 


A Christmas Card in colors, announcing your gift, 
will be sent on request. 


Christmas Order 


En:losed find Five Dollars (Canadian $5.80, Foreign $6.60) 


Send Lire for one year to 








With 
Christmas Card 
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cant): 











Movie Producer (sarcastically, 
SO YA WANTA PLAY 
BETCHA CAN’T EVEN DO A BACK FLIP-FLOP. 





TRIPPINGLY ON THE TOE 


to ambitious appli- 
HAMLET, HUH? WHY, I 
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“Twenty Years Ago 
(Interesting Happenings in Our Midst, | FACTS ABOUT A FAMOUS FAMILY 


as Gleaned from the Files of 
“The Bugle’) 





Ray Dovett, genial proprietor of 
the Hotel Central, had an unpleasant 
experience yesterday. He said that 
while the crowd from the mill were 
eating his regular thirty-five-cent table 
d'hote dinner, one young woman, whose l 
name, for obvious reasons, is not men- | Fle Comedies 









GENERAL MOTORS 








Organizations 


tioned here, took out a cigarette and ; 
smoked it, right in sight of everybody. 
She was ejected, of course. 

















- 
2 - 2 | ] 
* * * = { a 
The Export 
Organizations q 
} | "Enel oe i 
{| RESEAR ‘ 


GENERALMOTORS | 


Ed Leamy, general factotum at 
George Macdonald's painting and plas- 
tering establishment, has been awarded 
his fourth increase in salary, and is GENERAL Motors ! 
now getting twelve dollars a week. | m | : tes | ay 
Pretty good for Ed, seeing how he | ‘ ict =I a 

cami | 


Perris 4 
only has to work ten hours a day. Comes 








| 
| 
* * * GENERAL MOTORS GEeNERALMOoTORS | | 





Theodore Tutweiler, of T. Tutweiler ‘ af 








~ . - . . {| a 
& Sons, is back from a buying trip cant _ i — 
to the city, bringing with him as a 





Genense Motor 
ACCEPTANCE CORPORATION 


end Ly Pion of 
Financing the Prods’ of 


~ | 
GENERALMOTORS | | | |GENERAL MOTORS | 
display in his show windows next 4 —_————— _ | | | 


sample a daring three-piece ladies’ 
bathing suit which he will place on 











season. Mr. Tutweiler admits he does 
not expect, nor would even consent, | 
to sell it, as the dress reaches scarcely | S 
six inches below the knees and doesn't ( fi a ~ = ll 
go over the arms hardly at all. What er) Ol One Ol a 
is the Younger Generation coming to? | : 
ee For the past year you have been reading these 
. “oe bo ve » F: il »9?. « | : ‘ 
Our hearts must go out in sym- Facts about a Famous Family”; and you may 
pathy to Judge Catton in these hours be interested in learning more about General 


of trial. His beautiful young wife, " 
Frances, while gathering chestnuts a Motors and its products. 


ow Gigs sam, See Oe Eecere te | There has been printed a series of interesting 
get some cockleburrs stuck in her hair, ‘ ° ‘ ‘ : 
with the result that her hair had to booklets, dealing with the subjects listed below. 


be cut. Mrs. Catton says she is ; : 
Facts anp Ficures asour Generat. Motors 


PasseNGER Cars AND TRUCKS 

Parts anp Accessory CoMPANIES 

* * * FinanciaL STATEMENTS 

OrcanizaTION CHART 

PLants AND Propucts 

Strocks—PReEFERRED AND CoMMON 

Genera Morors Accerrance Corporation (GMAC Pan) 

GeneraL Motors Research Corporation 
Detco-Licut Evecrric PLants AND FriGIpaire 

Export ORGANIZATIONS 


ashamed to be seen on the streets 
looking like a little girl, the way she 


does. 


Police raided a dance given by the 
younger and wilder spirits of the town 
at Ye Blacke Beare Assembly Hall 
and Ball Room last night. They are 
said to have been dancing the polka, 
it is alleged, according to the police. 


* * * CanaDiAN ORGANIZATIONS 
Quite a few of the boys have ° : 
ehh aie ae wee wee: Any or all of these booklets will be mailed to 
Malone’s saloon to Jack Carberry’s you, if a request is addressed to Department 
smce Malone shot the price of liquor of Financial Publicity, General Motors Corpor- 
up to ten cents straight, instead of . , , 
, two for fifteen. Maybe if Frank | ation, 224 West 57th Street, New York. 





advertised in the Bugle the way Jack 
does, he would not have to resort to 


iat" | GENERAL MOTORS 


'HE best humorous writers and Buick ° CADILLAC ° CHEVROLET . OAKLAND 
artists in America have combined to > “1K 
produce Lire’s CHRISTMAS NUM- Otpsmozite + GMC Trucks 


BER. Out next week. 







































Os ixaportant as 


any event on the 


Social Calendar 
—~the Cure at __ 
Virginia Hot Springs. 





More important — for its 
benefits give you the new 
vitality and spirit that 
make you enjoy your 
round of engagements. 


The HOMESTEAD 


Christian S.Andersen, Resident Mgr. , 
Hot Springs Virginia 


Special Winter Rates on Request. 

















Unequalled in Bermuda, in the beauty 
and luxury of its furnishings, and un- 
surpas ed anywhere in service and 
equipment. Finest cuisine. 

Bermuda’s newest hotel is superbly sit- 
uated in large tropical gardens over- 





looking Hamilton Harbor. All out- 
door sports, all winter. Original 
entertainments, excellent dance or- 
. chestra. Opens January 16. 
° For booklet, write John O. Evans, Mgr, Hotel 
Bermudiana, Hamilton, | Bermu urness 
" Bermuda Line, Desk **B’’ Aa Whiteball St. N.Y. 

















SNUFFLING HEAD COLDS 


cleared up quickly by 
applying | in e nos- 


tiseptic, healing 


‘Mentholatum 


rite for free 
N.Y Wichita, Kans. 

















Heaven Will Protect the Working Girl 


(As originally sung Marie Dressler in 

“Tillie’s Nightmare.” Reprinted from her 

autobiography, “The Life Story of an Ugly 
Duckling’; McBride & Co.) 


by 


\ village maid was leaving home, her 


eyes with tears was wet, 
Her mother dear was standing near the 
spot ; 
She says to her: “Neuralgia, dear, | hope 
you won't forget 


That I’m the only mother you have got. 


The city is a wicked place, as any one 
can see, 
And cruel dangers ‘round your path 
may swirl, 
So every week you'd better send your 


wages home to me, 
For heaven will protect the working 


girl. 


going far away, 

But remember what I say, 

in the city’s giddy whirl ; 
From temptations, crimes and follies, 
Villains, 

Oh, 


“You are 
When you are 


taxicabs and trolleys, 


heaven will protect the working 


girl.” 


Her dear old mother’s words proved true, 
for soon the poor girl met 
A man who on her ru-in was intent; 
He treated her respectful, 
ways do, 


as villains al 


And she supposed he perfect 
gent, 
But she found different when one night 
he lured her out to dine 
Into a table-dotey, blithe and gay; 
And he said to her: “Now, 


we'll have a demi-tasse,” 


Was a 


after this, 
Then to him the brave girl these words 
did say: 
“Stand back, villain, 
Here I 
Although you were a marquis or a earl. 
tempt the upper 
villainous demi-tasses, 
will protect the 


go your way. 

will no longer stay; 

You classes 
With 

But 


may 
your 
heaven 

girl!” 


working 


Ina Pinch, use ALLEN’S FOOT-EASE 


Why Refused 


RooMMATE: So your father refused to 
send you money? I suppose he’s 
ten that he spent money when he went 
to college? 

Bunks, Jr.: Not a bit of it. 
hasn’t forgotten what he spent 
either.—American Legion Weekly. 


forgot- 


And he 
it for, 


Teaspoonful of Abbott's Bitters on half Grape Fruit, 
a delightful breakfast tonic. Sample bitters by mail, 25 
cts. in stamps. . W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


A Hint 


A lady met a small child crying in the 


street, and asked him what was the 
matter. “I’m going to spend a penny,” 
he sobbed, “and I haven’t got it!” 


—London Morning Post. 
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| CLARK’S TOURS 









You'll look better, too 


Get a smooth, well-groomed face with 
Williams! It’s good for the skin. Makes you 
feel better and look better. And Williams 
tames the toughest beard quicker than any 
shaving cream you ever used. Large size tube 
35c; double size tube 50c, containing twice as 
much cream, 


Williams 
Shaving Cream 


With the Hinge—Cap you can’t lose 
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Sold by slate dealers to 


particular people who know Bae 
and demand shoe value with WE 
style and comfort. Send for y= 
booklet, ‘‘How to tell a good * 
shoe,” to Field & Flint Co., 


wil 


Brockton, Mass. Also makers J 
of famous ‘t 
} 
jan 


° Shoes 
for Men 


MEDITERRANEAN (Jan. 31) AROUND 
THE WORLD (Jan. 30) NORWAY 
and MEDITERRANEAN (July 1) 


Seasonal cruises by superb, specially chartered, new 
oil-burning Cunarders. Reasonable rates include hotels, 
drives, guides, fees, etc. European stopovers. 

LONGEST EXPERIENCED MANAGEMENT 
Expert staff. Limited membership. 
SOUTH AMERICA. Small party leaves Jan. 22 


Please specify program desired 


Times Bldg., N. Y. 
OF BRAINS 


IGARS 


“MADE AT KEY WEST.=— 


govs. = Earn Xmas Money 


Write for 50 Sets St. pighotag Christmas Seals. Sell for 10c aset 
hen sold send us $3.00 and | keep $2.00. No Work--Just Fun 
Nich 2814 Rd., Dept. 21A, Brooklyn, N. Y- 


van 
Kine 

















LL the good things of Lire will be 
found in the CHRISTMAS 
NUMBER—out next week. 
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Off to Pinehurst ! 


The Carolina Hotel is open. 
Good fellows meet again to re- 
vive eventful days in their own 
world of sunshine and sport. A// 
sports in perfection. Champion- 
ship events the season thru. 

For information or reservation 


address General Office, 
Pinehurst, N. C. 





inehurst 


NORTH CAROLINA 














IN PRINT 


Delivered at your door. We pay the 
postage. Standard authors, fine edi- 
tions, new books, all at biggest sav- 


Clarkson's catalog. 
FRE Write for our great book cat- 
alog. This catalog is a short 

course in literature and is so u 
some of America’s leadin universities; 
lovers buy from it. Free if you write now. 


DAVID B. CLARKSON 5.322% 


1115 CLARKSON BUILDING, CHICAGO, ILL. 











ngs. Be sure to send postcard for 












The Unusual Gift 


Lz S suggestion for the unusual Christ- 

ift is to send these selected combi- 
nations of magazines. Make Christmas 
come every week this year instead of just 


once! 

LIFE, regular subscription Combination 

price, $5.00 with Price 
American Golfer $5.00 $7.00 
American Magazine 2.50 7.00 
Century 5.00 7.00 
Woman's Home Companion 1.50 6.00 
Collier's 2.00 6.25 
American Boy 2.00 6.50 
Child Life 3.00 7.00 


ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee 
Life Publishing Compan 
598 Madison Ave., New York City. 


(check) 
Enclosed is (money order) for $ 
Please send the following magazines 


to Name 


Address... 
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Mrs. Pep’s Diary 
(Continued from page 6) 


for the play, but neither of us caring to 
fare forth into the night, we cast about 
for somebody on whom to bestow them, 
and finally hit upon the people who 
dwell over us. Forasmuch as they are 
strangers to us, we sent the tickets 
anonymously, And now, said Sam, we 
can be sure of at least one quiet eve- 
ning. 


Lay late, pondering things 
November ~~ > F Pes 
for which I should be 
27th 
thankful, unable to num- 


ber holidays amongst them. Lord! I 
am like the girl in “The Return of 
the Native” who enjoyed leisure only 
whilst everybody else was at work. A 
positive gloom descends upon me when 
the shops are closed and there is only 
one man on the elevator, and the only 
good I can see in such a suspension of 
the city’s normal hum is that one gets 
about more quickly in a taxicab....A 
small, unexpected company for tea, and 
at the mention of Queen Mary’s name, 
every woman but one tilted her hat high 
and forward on her head. When Billy 
Cruikshank departed with his bride we 
fell a-talking of her age. No woman 
under forty will let her laugh ring 
loud and free like that, said B. Cruze. 
And thank God that the majority of 
them over forty won't, quoth Sam. 
Baird Leonard. 


It’s the Same One 
Tue old, keen-eyed Observer says 
that the man who 
—wears a derby hat, 
—displays white edging on his vest, 

—reads political speeches through, 

-believes parts of them, 

-secures his watch chain with a 

safety pin, 

—-mutters “I'll never see him again” 
as he leaves a nickel tip in a strange 
restaurant, 

—claims an educated taste in cig- 
arettes, 
—snorts “Sunday driver!” at every 
other Chevrolet owner on the road, 
and 

—wears a seal ring 

is none other than the crafty fellow 
who mounts the escalator to save his 
energy and then runs up it, two steps 
at a time. ae 


Next Week 


EPRESENTED in LiFe’s 

CHRISTMAS NUMBER sare 
Charles Dana Gibson, P. L. Crosby, 
Robert Benchley, James Montgomery 
Flagg, Donald Ogden Stewart, Rube 
Goldberg, Marc Connelly, John Held, Jr., 
Al Frueh, E. S. Martin, Don Herold, 
Oliver Herford, Gluyas Williams, Baird 
Leonard, and many others. A great 
number—don’t miss it! 










































Exeuisire MORSELS 
of Vanilla Chocolate, 
wrapped in pure tin 


foil. Delicious as 
sun-ripened fruit. A 
delightful food-con- 
fection for the entire 
family. Tempting to 
the last piece. 


If your dealer oqunst t supply you, send 


as Bio 


Ohe onl 
oct 


H. O. Wisur & Sons, Inc., Phila., Pa 
Makers of Wilbur’s Cocoa 


S TRACE MARK REGISTERED U.S. PATENT OFFICE 
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What’s All the Barkin’ For? 


OGS will be dogs—and to tell the truth, we are 

about to do a little barking on our own account. 
Every once in a while LIFE simply has to publish a 
Dog Calendar. There’s no getting away from the 
public demand for it. 


All who have so eagerly awaited this announcement 
will agree that 


Lirr’s Dog Calendar 


for 1925 easily deserves first rank in a long line of 
calendars dedicated to the transient twelvemonth and 
the ever-constant canine. In short, it’s not only a bow, 
it’s a wow. 


Beautifully printed on fine card stock, with six charm- 
ing color plates of the sort that every dog lover loves. 
We really ought to charge more for it, but as usual the 
price is $1.00. 


This Calendar will be sold only 


Pictures by such eminent by 
artists and dog lovers as LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY 
Robert L. Dickey, Warren 598 Madison Avenue 


Davis and Cory Kilvert. New York 
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If you lack 
° 7 
this one thing~ 

Many of your friends have lost it— 
many others are losing it—and if you 
lack this one thing. . « » 

But it’s no use dwelling on the un- 
pleasantness of being over-weight. Every 
woman hates it. Every woman fears it. 
Yet, it is so unnecessary! 

Slenderness can be acquired easily and 
pleasantly. For many years Marmola 
Tablets have brought the health and 
vigor of a slender figure to thousands of 
men and women. No diets, no exercises 
—just Marmola Tablets. Try them, 

All drug stores have them—one dollar 
a box. Or they will be sent in plain wrap- 
per, pompane by the Marmola Co., 1843 
General Motors Bldg., Detroit, Mich. 


MARMOLA 








PERSONAL STATIONERY 


200 S$ 
io) ENVELopEs 91.00 


Printed with your Name and Address 
Clear, white bond paper, with envelopes to match. Your 
I e and address printed in beautiful, rieh blue ink, on 
both paper and envelopes, and sent to you postpaid for 

y 31.00. (West of Mississippi river and outside of 
> If inconvenient to send the money, we will 
pC. O.D. Money returned if you are not more than 
satisfied. Order today. Write name and address plain) 


AGENTS MAKE BIG MONEY {e8 Grice 


us today for our agent's proposition. 
ELITE STATIONERY COMPANY 
7089 Main Street Smethport, Pa. 


KOBLER AIR AND WATER PEARL PIPE 


T kes out of the smoke 19% Nicotin, 85% Pyridin, 
33% Ammoniac. $5.90. Literature free. 


Kobler & Co. Inc., 594 26th St, Guttenberg, West New York, N. J. 


Quite a Scare 


Tue author of the report that a 
letter carrier was arrested in Phila- 
delphia recently, suspected of being a 
Confederate spy, is at work again. 
He asserts that when the Zeppelin 
ZR-3 arrived in this country, half the 
population of Quakertown took to their 
cellars. 











“Great heavens! The baby swal- 
lowed a hairpin.” 
“Well, what of it? A hairpin is of 


no use to anybody nowadays.” 


Waicu will eventually be the higher 
—buildings or rents? 





| 





Introducing Mr. Splicks 


Lapies and Gentlemen, this is to 
introduce Mr. Spleven S. Splicks, the 
world-famous collector and fireside 
globe-trotter. Mr. Splicks enjoys the 
distinction of possessing the greatest 
collection of railroad and steamship 
timetables and schedules in the world. 

Mr. Splicks first conceived the idea 
of this unusual collection back in 1898, 
when he wanted to go from his home 
in Nutley, New Jersey, to Coney Island 
on a ‘Saturday afternoon. He 
the timetables and data of 


found 
such 
suming interest that he completely for- 
got the trip and never ventured beyond 
the pages of an attractive folder on 
Steeplechase Park. 

Since that day, Mr. Splicks, in 
actual time consumed, has spent eight 
months and thirteen days out of every 


con- 


year in planning various trips and ex 
cursions. Two 
built upon the library of his sumptuous 
home in Nutley now hold the 
thumbed and dog-eared pamphlets 
which he has perused and filed. Mr. 
Splicks used one hundred and forty- 
seven pounds of timetables and folders 
alone in planning one little jaunt to 
Walla Walla, Washington. A _ trip 
around the world, first planned in 1908, 
has to date enabled Mr. Splicks to fill 
room, 20x18 feet, 
schedules and other data. He has now 
mapped out 
Bangor, Maine, and, unless he meets 
with unexpected 
reach the other 
by 1935. 

Mr. Splicks was born and brought 
up in Nutley, New Jersey. In Sep- 
tember, 1905, he spent two days in 
New York City on a business mission. 
Otherwise, he is a quiet, home-loving 
man, who seldom ventures beyond his 


portable extensions 


well 


one entire with 


the itinerary as far as 


he yes to 


Atlantic 


obstacles, 
side of the 


own doorstep. Mrs. Splicks once 
visited her sister in Newark. 
Ww. KR. de 














The Newsdealer: 





NOw’S THE TIME 
I CERTAINLY FEEL SORRY I NEVER 
LEARNED TO READ, 

—Buen Humor (Madrid). 
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LUXURIOUS CRUISE to the 

ever blue Caribbean, on the 
Great White Fleet —Havana, a minia- 
ture Paris, set down in the palm 
groves of Cuba; luxuriant Jamaica, 
with its wonderful motor roads; the 
engineering wonders of the Canal 
Zone; lovely Costa Rica, quaint 
Guatemala, the century-old Colom- 
bian ports. And, wherever you go 
ease and comfort; an opportunity for 
complete rest for mind and body, due 
to the high quality of service that 
has made Great White Fleet cruises 
famed the world over. 


It is a fact that you can get more 
thoughtful, personal attention on a 
Great White Fleet Cruise than you 
can on any other trip—by land or sea. 
Everything that can contribute to 
your comfort from the carefully 
selected meals to delightful auto 
trips ashore is planned by experts. 
You are a Guest and with tactful care 
ships officers and shore representa- 
tives plan your itinerary so that every 
day of your trip remains as a pleasant 
memory. 


This wonderful service is made pos- 
sible because it is constant. We do 
not hurriedly equip a ship for a cas- 
ual cruise to the tropics. Twice a 
week every week in the year Great 
White Fleet Ships sail from New York 
and New Orleans. You can plan 
your cruise at any time for Great 
White Fleet Ships sail southward with 
ferry boat like regularity. 


We shall be glad to send you our new illus- 

trated booklet “Caribbean Cruises” which 

aes you glimpses of the high quality of Great 
e Fleet service. 


Address Passenger Department 


UNITED FRUIT COMPANY 
Room 1634, 17 Battery Place, N.Y. 


General Offices, 131 State St., Boston, Mass. 
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‘Skippy — 


Volume One 





ERCY L. CROSBY’S “Skippy”’ has become 

a figure of national importance. His appear- 
ance in book form is a historical - ent, and will 
be hailed joyously by all those who have been 
privileged to meet him in the pages of LIFE. 


“Skippy” is enormously popular, not primarily 
because he is funny—but because he is real. He 
represents a composite portrait of all American 
boys—from Tom Sawyer to Penrod. His be- 
havior is recognized and understood by every one 
who has a Skippy of his own. 


The “Skippy” book contains over one hundred 
and fifty separate drawings by Mr. Crosby, ail 
of them highly observant, absolutely truthful 
and uproariously funny. 


It forms a Christmas present of vast value; one 
that will be equally acceptable to all members 
of the family. 


Order the Skippy Book now from 
your bookseller or from LIFE— 
598 Madison Avenue, New York City. 


THE PRICE IS ONLY $2.00 











Life and Letters 
(Continued from page 20) 

I AGREE with John Galsworthy that the long short story 
is the best of all forms of fiction, and four excellent 
experiments in that genre—(oh, yes, but what other word 
could I have used when pressed for time?)—have just 
been submitted by Sidney Howard under the general and 
very disturbing title of “Three Flights Up” (Scribner) 
When we climb three flights of actual stairs, we usually 
expect to find something pretty good at the top of them 
We find it in these figurative ones of Mr. Howard's. It 
is impossible to mention all four of the stories, so “A 
Likeness of Elizabeth” must serve as a sample. It needn't 
have been done as well as it is, for me, because I can 
read almost anything written about painters. But I hadn't 
read three pages before I knew that something interesting 
in feminine psychology was coming, as well as a moving 
story. It was. I cannot leave off without listing for you 
the things which Margot bought after selling her artistic 
integrity—she didn’t really sell it, as it turned out, but 
that’s the story—to Arnheim: A cook, a nurse, a case of 
Bacardi, two Chelsea sconces, a string of blood coral beads, 
five pieces of old blue Bristol, and a vacuum cleaner. 


INASMUCH as Franklin P. Adams’s column in the New 
York World gives a great many people a certain amount 
of pleasure at the outset of each day, it is a satisfaction 
to give him a sort of citation for his services by com- 
mending his new book, “So Much Velvet” (Doubleday, 
Page). It contains excellent light reading, which is the 
most difficult thing in the world to write. And it pre- 
serves to us the article, “Knowledge Is Power,” inspired 
by the advertisements of the Pocket Dictionary Course, 
which might otherwise have been nothing but a happy 
memory of a certain issue of the New York World. 

Baird Leonard. 


The Louvain Library Fund — 


THe Louvain Lrprary was one of the losses of the 
World War, and the American people promised the Bel- 
gians it should be rebuilt. Appealing for this Fund, 
therefore, is only asking our friends to help make good 
where America’s honor is involved. 

Of the million dollars needed, a little more than half has 
been collected. We still have a long way to go, and at 
the five hundredth anniversary of the founding of Louvain 
University in August next, we surely don’t want. America’s 
gift to appear with the string of a heavy debt dragging 
after it! 

Won't you help to make our contribution a little more 
than the $531 Lire has so far collected, please ? 


We Incomprehensible Humans 

WHEN a man who has taken half a lifetime to learn his 
craft renders us a service, we kick because he charges too 
much. 

And when a man breaks into our house at the risk of 
being either shot or sent to prison, we set the police on him. 

But when we are asked for the price of a cup of cawfy 
by a panhandler in the street who is too lazy to work and 
too unenterprising to be a burglar, we hand out to him. 





App Napoleons of Industry—The enterprising salesman 
who succeeds in selling pajamas to the Ku Klux Klan. 





HE CHRISTMAS NUMBER— 

out next week—will include over 
seventy pages of the BEST that Lire 
can offer. Don’t miss it! 











WYNKOOP HALLENBECK CRAWFORD COMPANY, NEW YORK 




















Among Those Presents «» LIFE 




















T HAS often been said: “Christmas comes 
but once a year.” This is perhaps the one 
just criticism that can be made of Christmas. 


q If you feel that Christmas doesn’t come 
often enough for some of your friends, 
why not subscribe to LIFE for them for a 
whole year and give them Christmas once 
every week — until next Christmas? Can 
you think of any better Christmas gift? Pic- 
tures, jokes, cheerful reading, literary excel- 
lence —all going out to your friend — or 
friends — for the 52 weeks of next year 


@ Just fill out the attached coupon and 
enclose five dollars for each subscription. 
We will send your friend, or friends, or 
relatives, a handsome card reproduced in 
color, telling them that you have done it. 


ife 


598 MADISON AVENUE 
NEW YORK 








Please send LIFE ; Please send LIFE 


for one year to . for one year to 


subscriptions to - 
LIFE to be sent in my name. 


One Year, $5.00 (Canadian, $5.80; Foreign, $6.60) 


LIFE, 598 Madison Avenue, New York 
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